
Do Not Think Friendship Authorizes You to Say Disagreeable Thing
. . This Day in History.Venus the New Queen, - " ' ;j '

THIS is the anniversary of the death of Robert CUve who
VENUS, which has ben playing the role of morning star
T for several months, soon passes superior conjunction won India for Great Britain and who. at the hcigfct of
with the sun. to emerge into the evening half of the sky. his renown," was tried and received a qualified acquittal
However, she will remain behind, the curtain of the sunset from Parliament. He committed suicide, being unable
for a while before beginning coyly to show herself in the to survive the implied disgrace.
west; but during the Winter she will rule the stage

The Heart Breaker
Mildred Expresses

lienume
CHAPTER XI.

ONT sou come inT'

"W Honora said a she and
Arthur Eruce reached
the gate.

"I'd like to." Arthur replied: "Do
you know." with a wistful look,

."that you have helped me a lotT
'When I met jou 1 was as blue v

indigo. Now things look a lot
brighter. Tou are quite a wonder
as Acheerer. Honors,"

Wont "you come in" she re-
peated. "I would be very glad to
bare you do so."

Bis expression chanced. "Others
snicht not be." he remarked.

The girl seemed not to under-
stand. "Mrs. Hlggins is always elad
to see you. and nobody else is here.
Ton know Mrs. Higgins considers
70a an extremely nice young man."
she added, teasingly, with a light
laugh.

"Perhaps she does." he smiled,
"but I fancy she has found me a bit
ef a nuisance at times. But if you
ay not, 1 withdraw my statement."

Honora knew he had been think-
ing of Mildred, and of her only, but
ehe pretended to believe that Mrs.

J Xlgglna had been the person he had
kid in mind.

A "Since I bare set your fears at
Ttit on that score, come on into the
"house," she suggested once more,
opening the gate.

He started to follow her. when
the sound of an automobile coming
rapidly up the street made the pair
pause and turn around.

"It's'Mr. Hilton's car." Honora
'remarked. "Can he be bringing
" Hilly home? But no at least that,

Is not his chauffeur with her on the
1 front seat"i "Whoever he Is, he drives like thetlrtl i,thttp ti.-v- 4 ..... With...... a- vw.u. .u.. V.K... ,

( sudden grinding of brakes, the. car

driver sprang out. then held out
, his hand to Mildred.

"I, don't know who he Is," Honora
remarked sotto voce.

7 She was not to remain long In Ir--I
noranee. Her sister hurried "forward,
bringing the young roan with her.

tt "Honora." her manner excited
s and her eyes shining. "I want you
jlto know Mr. Hilton. He's John
Million's nephew, you know. He's

going to Canada In a day or two
to enlist."

I Honora bowed. repeated the
.stranger's name as she shook hands.
with him, then, turning to Arthur
said:

A Giggling Girl.'
"Mr Hilton, allow me to Intro

duee our friend, .Mr. Bruce."
"Glad "to meet you, Mr." Bruce,"

young Hilton said genially. "I
3iave Just'been giving mysel.the
pleasure. Miss Brent, of bringing t

. 7our sisier nome. 1 aroppeo. into
t'my uncle's 'office and found he was I

not ready to leave Just yet so I
swiped bis car" '. "

3ut you asked his permissip"
I "first you know you did," Mildred

amended with a giggle.
Arthur regarded"her gravely. Her

face was flushed and her whole
bearing was that-o- f one in a 'twit-
ter of excitement or elation.

Some girls and women change
their manner as soon as an attrac-
tive man appears on the horlron.

Mildred was one of these. Arthur
T3ruce had not noticed this tendency

T until now because he had always
been the lucky man for whom her
manner changed. Now that it was

, for another man, he resented It.
Indeed, Mildred Brent had never

, been fo much thrilled by anyone's
attentions as by those of this em- -' bryo soldier As she met Bruee's
clear gaze she flushed self-co-

1 aciously.
I "You remember Arthur, that I' mentioned Mr Hilton as the man

. HINTS FOR THE
HOUSEHOLD

To wash sunshade, have ready a j

tub of warm soft water, a piece of
good soap, and a nail brush. Bub
the, soap thickly on the brush,
moisten It well with the water, and
then brush the opened sunshade on
the outside, paying special atten-
tion to the soiled marks that al- -
ways run up the middle of each di-

vision. Also brush thoroughly, but
lightly, round the top. When the
outside has been sdequatcly cleaned
place the sunshade firmly on the
table and brush each division in the

' Inside. The soap should then be
- well removed by pouring over the

sunshade plenty of cold soft water
Lastly, pour over the silk a solution
ef gum-wate- which gltes a slight
stiffening and tends to make the

.'fabric look like new Leave the
sunshade open in a warm room un-
til dry. and If there is any lace on
It this must be dampened and Ironed
on the wrong side The gum-wat- er

may be prepared by dissolving four' ounces of jrum arable In one quart
of boiling water. I'or the sun-ha-

'' use a tsblespoonful of this solution
In half a pint of water.

To freshen milk which Is begi-
nning to turn sour, add a very small
quantity of carbonate of soda
enough to cover a
to a pint of milk and boil the milk,
which will then be quite sweet and
will keep.

(

Before scraping new potatoes
soak a little while nilh a small
piece of common soda in the water,
and you will find that they will
crape and clean easily The fingers

will not be soiled, as they are after
scraping In the usual way.

To clean white feathers, dissolve
two ounces of white curd soap In
two pints of warm water, make Into
a lather, dip In the feathers, and
souse up and down until clean. To
curl feathers, allow them to become
almost dry-- then shake before a Ore
till the fronds curl.

To renovate brown boots and
shoes, wash them well In warm
water and soft soap, using a, hard
nailbrush.

the Opinion That
m tr i il TXT
Man or me worm.

who 4s going to do something worth
while--

"res. I remember." Arthur an-
swered.- Then he held out his hand
to Honora.

"Good afternoon," lie said. "I
must be going. Thank you for a

ery pleasant walk."
She did not remind him that he

had started to come into the houce,
and did not detain him when, after
saiing good-b- y to Mildred and her
companion, he went out of the gate.

"Can't I give jou a lift if I am
going your way?" Hilton called
after him.

A Compliment.
Thanks, no," Arthur replied. "I

really heed the walk."
"When do you start for Canada"

Honora Inquired of young Hilton.
as he strolled up the front path to
the house with her and Mildred.

"Tomorrow, probsbly," he said.
"I meant ro leave before this but
I was detained.

"I art glad you didn't." Mildred
declared. looking up "at him admir-
ingly. "For, If you had. I would
not have had that spin uptown
with you. Tou are a wonderful
driver."

"I am a fast driver." be acknowl

Puss in Boots
Jr.

By David Cory.
NE day. after a long voyage.o the Magic Boat lanaea

Puss safely In a land
where 'every boy is taught

two things, the grace, of hospitality
and to understand and rule his
horse. It was the land of Arabia
where little Puss Junjor .found him-
self". Here the wandering Arabs
live in tents and cross the sandy
wastes on camels.

Well, when Puss came near a
large tent, which stood In an oasis'
where & little stream bubbled up
from the ground and a few palm
trees grew, an Arab woman cam
out and offered him some .dates,
and a little Arab "boy smiled at him-f- or

I guess he had never seen a cat
with red top boots In all his life.

And then he sat down and told
Puss all about life in Arabia. How
brave the women were, and how
once his mother, like Joan of Arc,
had led the Arsb warriors to bat-
tle. She'had ridden a black-painte- d

war camel, singing a war song U
encourage the men.

And.then he told Puss that he be-

longed' to tbe "tent dwellers." and
that his home was on the sandy
desert, and his house a tent woven
of coarse black hair by the women

f the tribe. His father with the
other men of the tribe made long
Journeys to India and brought
back with them cloths which they
paid for with gums and Ivories
and dyewoods; also ostrich feathers.

Well, after the little Arab boy
had told Pus many more things
his mother brought out an ostrich
egff for Puss to eat.

And while Puss was looking over
the desert a wandering minstrel
came by and began to sing, for all
Arabs are very fond of music:
The sand from the desert the

scorching winds bring:
The little bird covers its head with

its wing.
The camel turns tail to the

gale.
And the sun in the heavens grows

misty and pale.
But sleep, little one. In your tent

by the spring.
Where the palm trees the song of

the hot desert sing."
Well, by and bv a caravan came

by. many camels loaded with goods
nnd spice?, and beautiful Arabian
horses with bold warriors riding
them And Pus wss Invited by one
of the ran to ride on bis camel and
travel with them to a far city So
l'ma h-- the Arab women and the
little bov good hy and seated him-
self on the camel's back, and by and
by, after a long Journey, they came
to a city where the houe were of
brick and in the gardens great
date grew and luscious grapes.

And all of a sudden Puss remem-
bered that he was far awav from
the seashore where his magic boat
lay. And then he began to worry,
for how was he to get back, and
without It he would have to travel
by foot a long, long way before he
rearhed his old home In Mother
Goo- - Iand And, while he wss
wondering what to do. the camel
spoke to him in a low-- voice:

"Little Mr-te- r. 1 know of what
you are thinking 1 am often called
the "Ship of the Desert, and on my
way I saw your Magic Boat by the
sea But fear not. for it will come
to you on wings." And Just then
an airship came down from the sky.
"Here Is your Magic Boat." whis-
pered the camel and In the next
story you shall hear what hap-
pened after that.

(Copyright. 1918. David Cory.)
To De Continued.

A Matter of Gender.
The bell of a Scottish rhurvh was

giving out a very poor tone, and a
committee was appointed to Inquire
as to what was wrong and to report
on the best means of putting It
right. After an examination the
members were divided in their opin-
ion, and the kirk officer who was
In attendance with the keys, was
asked his view. "Fine, A ken what's
wrang wl" the bell." he remarked;
"It's a shee-yln- " meaning that it
was of the feminine gender. Pressed
to explain, he added: 'It's tongue's
owre lang it's needln' to be cllpplt!"
And this turned out to be really the
fault. The tongue had become loosen-c- d

to the extent of an Inch or so,
and was overlapping the curve at
the rim., and therefore not. striking
truly.

By Virginia Terhune
Van de Water

Young Hilton Is a
"1 1

edged. "If I am doing anything. I
do not waste any time about It.
It's a way 1 haie about every-
thing."

He gaxed down meaningly into
her eyes. "1 wish." he murmured,
"that I could spend even three
days more in Falrlands."

The girl dimpled with pleasure.
There was no mistaking the mean-
ing he wished his words to con-e- y.

"But 'jou con write to Talrlands,
can't your' she challenged.

"I can and will"' he replied
with a bow. "Thanks for the
blissful suggestion."

When he had gone and the sis-

ter entered the house together. Mil-
dred spoke impulsively.

"Isn't he a genuine msn of the
world? Can't you see what a dif-

ference there Is between him and
Arthur?"

"Yes." Honora agreed promptly.
"I see a great difference between
them."

"He's lots of fun to flirt with.".
Mildred said, with a reminiscent
sigh. "I wish there were more men
like that. Life would be much
more Interesting!"

T Be Ceatlnued.

Advice to the
Lovelorn

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX
Is He a Lover?

MISS FAIRFAX:
DEAR you think a girl '

spend her time
on a man who comes

around to see her only during
the week and never on Satur-
day or Sunday or other holi-
day ? And then again, he does
not come around every week to
see her either. She likes him,
verv much.

Would you advise hereto telf ,
this man that she loves him?
Maybe that would influence him
to call more often. He has never
mentioned anything about love
to her. EDITH
My dear Edith, T must protest

against your point of view. You
seem to feel injured because a
young man calls upon you without
proposing marriage. Isn't that
rather to much to expect of a
merely friendly caller?

If he is not In love with you.
your confession of love for him
now would place him In an awk-
ward position, and" perhaps end
your-- ' friendship.'1' Why don't you
let the situation develop naturally?

A Case for Sympathy.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX.

I am a girl of eighteen. As
people say, I have & nice face,
but I have to wear thick eye-
glasses, which make me look
homely. I am always home and
never go anywhere, for as soon
as I come among company they
always make some remark
about what thick glasses I
wear, which hurts me very
much.

For that reason alone I try to
avoid company as much aa pos-
sible. I pass many sleepless
night, thinking what will be-

come of me. I often wish my-
self dead. MABEL D.

This may sound like a trivial
misfortune, but I know very well
that It Is not, and that a sensitive
girl can suffer miserably from Just
such a cause. But you can over-
come the difficult-- -, of course, by

I learning to forget vour glasses.
and when you can no this other
people will forget them, too The
way to accomplish this Is to get
deeply Interested In something,
it doesn't matter what. Take a
clerical position, or learn to be a
kindergarten teacher Only don't
sit at borne and brood.

Is This Patriotism?
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX.

My mother thinks me abso-
lutely incorrigible. I think I
have done nothing but a patri-
otic and human duty. A friend
and I, girls, were taking a
walk. Two United States sold-
iers asked us if we would allow
them to walk with u. They
were so nice we couldn't refuse.
They .aid they knew no one
here and that they were going
across soon, as we could see
from their hobnails and ocr-scs- s

caps. We walked with
them for two hours, and when
they left 11 they asked us to
go the follpwlog night to see
a show.

Vow, there wss nothing in the
boys' actions to make us dis-
trust them and we are college
girls, supposed to have some
sense. We consented to go, and
there my trouble began, ro far
as my mother is concerned.

I wish yuu would convince
her that there is nothing wrong
in what I have done, although
I admit that there would be
some danger If we were not sen
siblc girls. II G.

Doesn't it seem to an intelligent
girl like jou that the extreme
and desperate loneliness of good
looking joung soldier, is an Iden
that has perhaps been a little over
emphasized? I am afraid it won't
do to suspend all the conventional
laws that have been framed for the
protection of girls merely because
there are young men in uniform
about with extra time nn their
hands. It Is quite true that In such
a case as yours no harm Is done,. but
It would have been much wiser. In
case you felt yourself justified In
speaking to the young men without
an Introduction, to ask them tocorae
to your own house, where your
mother could help you receive them.
rather than to go walking with
strangers. Even wise college girls
cannot throw prudence to the
winds.

The Basque Reappears
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The basque hu reappeared, and here is an

interesting illustration of its use in an after
noon gown of bronze satin crepe. The side

opening is an attractive feature, and the oddly
cut buttons with,the finishing touch of mole at

the neck add to its beauty. The waist is one of

the latest models, as shown in Good House-

keeping for November, very smart and yet not

too expensive.
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Right By the Village Graveyard the Night Sambo Ran Into That Pig
Which Escaped From the ToonerviDe Celebration Parade.

By rOX.

4--
A Fishy Story.

The editor of nn angling paper
recently received the following
letter. I have read an Interesting
account of singing fish In your
paper. It recalled to "me the mem

v
wu-ntt-

VtttOM

ccpyrtcMt. 1911. br tn WhNwr . ifiiri. 1 oc

ory of a rather remarkable fish we
have In Nova Seotla. It Is known
as the 'Frost Fish," because It may
be fro-.- m like a lump of Ice, but. if
plsred In water In that condition.
It soon thaws out and swims about
as vigorously as tvar. Ths natives

L Ttliuf bbbT

Other
Peace

FONTAINE

Bute Ja- Birttra XWm-Z- 9i

make use of this property to make
Ire cream Thr fish Is caught,
frorcn nrt placed In the cream
In thawing it out II freeze the
cream, and In lis movements at the
same time beats the mixture, mak-
ing It smooth r

The "Zepp's" Passenger
AN EXCniNG AND ROMANTICNEW SPY SERIAL

Philippa Warns Lessirigham That
Griffiths Suspects Him, Biit He

Refuses to Elee.
"And Mr. Leislngham will com

this way at once." Helen insisted.
"I haven't had a real case since X

got my certificate, and I'm going
to bind his head up."

Philippa began to feel htr
strength returning. The horror
which lay behind those few min-
utes of nightmare rose up again
in her mind. Mills had hurried on
Into the bathroom, and the other
two were preparing to follow. She
stopped tbem.

"Mr. Leislngham." she said, "lis-
ten. Captain Griffiths has been
here. Ha knows or guesses ev-
erything."

"Everything?"
Philippa nodded."
"Helen must bind your head up,

of course." she continued. A.ftr
that, think! What can we do?
Captain Griffiths knowa that there
was no Hamar Lessingham at col-
lege with Dick, that h never vis-
ited Wood Norton, that then la
some mystery about your arrival
here, and he told me to my face
that ha believe you to he Bertram
Maderstrom."

"What & meddlesome fellow!"
Lessingham grumbled, holding his
handkerchief to his forehead.

"Oh. please be serious!" Helen
begged. looking tip from the band-
age which she was. preparing. 'This
U horrlble!"

"Dcn't I know Itf Philippa
groaned. "Mr. Leaslnghain, yon
ronst please try and escape from
here. Ton can have the ear. If
you like. There must be some place
where yon can go and hide until
you can get away 'from the coun-
try.-

"Bat Fa dining here tonight."
Lessingham protested. Ta not
going to hide anywhere."

The two women. exchanged
glances of despair.

"Can't I make yon understand!"
Philippa exclaimed pathetically.
"Toa're in danger here really In
danger!"

Lesslngham's demeanor showed
no appreciation of the situation.

"Of coarse, I can quite under-
stand," he ss,!d.- - "that Griffiths is
suspicious about me. bat. after all.
no one can prove that. I hare
broken the law here, and I shall
not make things any better by at-
tempting" an opera baaffe flight.
Can I have my head tied up and.
come and talk: to yon about It later
on?"

"Oh. if you 'like.", Philippa as--,
sented weakly. "L can't argue."

She made her way up to her
roomand changed, herrrwet clothes.
When she'easae dowif, lessingham
was standing on the hearth rug In
the library, with a piece of batter-
ed toast In. one band --and a cap of
tea In the other.' His head was --tvrr
neatly bdond up, and he seemed
quite' at his ease.

fTou. know."" he began, as he
wheeled a chair up to the fire for
her, "that man Griffiths doesn't like
me. He never took to me from the
first. I could see that. If it comes
to that, I don't like Griffiths. He
la one of those mean, suspicion
sort of' characters .we could very
well do without,"

Philippa. who had reahearsed a
little speech several times In her
bedroom, tried to be firm.

"Mr. Lessingham," she said, "yon
know that we are both your
friends. Do listen, please. Cap-
tain Griffiths is commandant here
and in a position of authority. He
has a very large power. hon-
estly believe that it is his inten-
tion to have you arrested If not
tonight, within a very few days."

"I do not see how he can," Les-
singham objected, helping himself
to another piece of toast. "I have
committed no crime here. I have
played golf with all the respectable
old gentlemen In the place, and I
have given the committee some ex-
cellent advice as to the two new
holes. I have played bridge down
at the club we will call it bridge!

and I have kept my temper like
an angel. I have dined at Mess
and told them at least a dozen new
stories. I have kept my blinds
drawn at night, and I have not a
wireless secretly up the chimney.
I really cannot see what they could

do to me."
Philippa tried blantness.
"You have served in the German

army, and you are living in a pro-

tected area under a false name,"
she declared.
"Well, of course, there Is some

truth In what you say," he admit-
ted, "but even If they have tumbled
to that and can prove 1U--I should do

perfectly serious," he- - added, set
ting his cup down, --mere is only
one thing at the present moment
which would take me out of Drey-mars- hy

and that is "if you believe
that my presence here would fur-
ther compromlseorou and Hiss ssjr-cloag- h."

Philippa was beginning to find
her courage.

"We're in it already, up to the
neck," she observed. "I really don't
see that anything matters so far as
we are concerned."

"In that case;", he decided. "I
shall' have the honor of presenting
myself at the usual time,"

CHAPTER XXIII.
Philippa and Helen met in the

drawing room, a few minutes be-
fore S that evening. Philippa was
wearing a new black, dress, a model
of simplicity to the untutored eye,
bat full of that undeflnable appeal
to the mysterious which even the
greatest artist frequently falls to .

create out of any form ef color.
Some fancy had induced her to strip
off her Jewels at the last moment,
and she wore no ornaments save a
band of black, velvet around her
neck. Helen looked at her cu-
riously.

"Is this a fresh scheme for eon-- ,
quest. Fhilippar she asked, as they
stood together by the log fire.

Philippa unexpectedly flushed.
"I don't know what I was think-

ing about, really," she confessed,
--la that the exact time, I woaeerr

Two minutes to S." Seles re-
plied.

?Mr. Lessingham Is airways s
punctual," Philippa mat muted, "I
wonder If Captain Griffiths would
dare!"

"We've' done our best to wars,
him." Helen reminded her friend.
"The man la simply

"I can't help feeling that he's
right," Philippa declared, "when be
argues that they couldn't realty-prov-

anything against him."
"Does that matter," Helen asked

anxiously, "so long as he is aa
enemy, living under a false nam
here?" jTou don't think they'd r

V P it
ot "Bim!"V .Helen whispered

lowering her-volee. "They couldn't,
do that! They couldn't do that:"

The clock began to chime. Sud-
denly Philippa. who had been listen-- ;
Ing. gave a little exclamation ot
relief.

"Thear his voice!" she exclaimed.
"Thank goodness!"

Helen's relief was almost as great
aa her companion's. A. moment
later Mills ushered In their guest.
He was still wearing his bandage,
but his color bad returned. He
seemed,-i- n fact, almost gay.

"Nothing has happened, then!"
Phlllpppa demanded anxiously, as
soon, as the door was closed.

"Nothing at all," he answered
them. "Our friend Griffiths Is ly

afraid of making a mistake."
"So afraid that he wouldn't come

and dine. Never mind, you'll have
to take care of as both," she add-
ed, as Mills announced dinner.

"TU do my best," he promised, of-
fering his arm.

(To Be Continued Tornorrow.)!
Cspyrlsat. Ills. LKUa, Brows Oe

An Ancient Indnstry.
Millions of flints are produced aa-- .

nually In England by "knappers,"
who use much the same tools and
work in much the same manner as
did the men of the Neolithic Ag-Th- e

flints go to Africa, South Amer-
ica and China. Flintlock muskets
are still used by many negroes in
the depths of Africa, and shipment!
of the bits ot stone) find ready
market there.

Can You Plan a
Victory--

ThanksgivingDinner

$15 in Prizes!
has there been so much cause for making

NEVER Great American Feast Day an occasion for
and genuine Thanksgiving. Let's see what

you would suggest for a fitting feast for the occasion.
The Times will give

$7.50 First Prize
$5.00 Second Prize
$2.50 Third Prize

for the three best menus (with recipes) submitted by
Friday evening, 6 P. M., November 22.

Send menus to Menu .Editor, The Washington
Times.


